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SLAM 


| know who that is. | recognize the footsteps. There was a time when he would have never banged the door. 


There was a time when he slipped in quietly, footsteps velvet soft on the pale green tiles. 
Shhh. Crnch 


There's rustling coming from the kitchen. If he's making himself the last of my tea, I'll kill him. Although to get 
myself any, I'd have to get up, and | feel as if | haven't moved for days. My bones are filled with lead and my 
head is sick and dizzy. Staring at the cream colored ceiling stills the violent spinning a tiny bit, so | do. 


Thump. Thump. 

| close my eyes. The vibrations of his feet sound through the walls, shaking my sensitive vision. He's tall, his 
footfalls are heavy. He can't help it. | do my best to relax every part of my body, to ease the shaking of my 
skull. The footsteps turn down my hallway. 

| don't bother opening my eyes as the door creaks. | can feel his stare. 


"Oh my god, Syd!" 


There's panic in his voice and | ease my eyes open He's kneeling by the bed, by my side, pupils dilated with 


fear. 

"Oh, God!" 

He sits back on his heels, covering his face with his hands. 

"What?" | say, wincing at the noise. "What is it?" 

"Bloody hell,” Roger's voice is muffled from behind his hands. "Bloody hell, Syd, | thought you were dead." 


| laugh and then stop abruptly, the movement of my vocal chords and chest painful. | cough. "Sorry to 
disappoint, mate." 


"Don't. Don't." He sounds desperate. 


| watch as he unfolds himself from the floor and stands up, lanky frame stooped, hands shoved deep in his 
pockets. He starts pacing and | allow my gaze to drift back to the ceiling. Watching him hurts. Not just my 
head, everything. 


There was a time when watching Roger was the opposite of painful. He's not good looking. He never has been 
and never will be. But he would be less attractive if he was. After a while of dismissing his mouth as too big 
and his nose too long, you find yourself watching. And you watch and you see that mouth form ideas and 
concepts and words that challenge consciousness. You see the eyes glint and the long fingers come together 
and suddenly you wonder how you've been so blind. Roger is the ocean, the moon, the tides, magnetic. Roger is 


mystique. 
The ceiling is a more comfortable alternative. My eyes drift shut. 
"Syd!" 


"What?" 


The blackness and red blossoms of the insides of my eyelids hurt as well, but the energy to open them 


escapes me. 

"Syd, open your eyes." 

"| can't" 

"Yes, you can. Look at me." 


| crack my eyes open a fraction, gazing at the plaster again | sigh, long and gustily. My body melts into the 


mattress. 

"Syd, stop staring Look at me." 

| shift my eyes without moving my head. His face swims into view. My head hurts. 
"What?" 

"Syd, are you gone?" 


| laugh again and induce another coughing fit. | make horrid dry, hacking noises for a bit before curling up. | am 


suddenly very tired 

"Syd, are you high?" 

"The very opposite, Rog’ 

"Im not fooling around here. Are you sober?" 

"| said yes, sod off" 

| don't want to talk, | dont want to tal, | don't want to talk. 
"Good Lets talk" 


| groan. "No, Rog. No talking." | close my eyes again, clutching my pillow. My voice sounds hoarse and unfamiliar 


to my own ears. 


| hear him continue pacing, feet thudding dully on the rug. "Yes, talking. We need to and I'm tired of you 


avoiding it." 


"Avoiding?" | murmur. "Hell, Roger, | haven't left the flat for days." 


"Right. When was the last time you had any real kind of human contact?" 


| bury my face in the pillow. The soft cotton feels good on my cheek. | wonder if | don't move a muscle for the 


next year, if the pain will stop. For now it's neutral, but | know it won't stay that way. l'm cold 

"Syd" 

‘Lemme be. 

NG 

| feel the bed depress behind me and Roger's large hand on my back, covering part of my spine. He's warm. 
| suddenly feel like crying, 

"Syd," the tone of his voice has changed, now patient and even, as if reasoning with a child 


"Roger," | croak, "I know why you're here and it's no good. We've had this conversation a thousand times. No 


more." 

"Look at me" 

| dont move. tm watching my knuckles turn white as | grip the pillow. 
"Syd, tum over and look at me" 

My chest is tight. 

"Please" 


| slowly shift to my other side. Roger's hand rests on my ribs. | drag my gaze up to his face. The gray-green 


burns. 


"Now," he takes his hand off of me and | want to sob. "We're going to talk about this like civilized human 
beings." 


| smile, because the idea of he and | as human beings is just so absurd 
"Where is it?" 


| dont say anything. 


"Syd, where are you keeping it?" 

"Everywhere," | sigh. "H's fucking everywhere." 

"Syd, | can't help you if you won't work with me" 

| don't want help. | don't need help, Roger! Why is that so hard for you to understand?" 


The patience act is already over. | can see it in the hard lines of the way he stands up, the way he's holding 


himself. 

"Even you can't say you're behaving normally" 

| give him a bemused smile. "Don't know anything about normal, Rog." 
He starts pacing again "Fuck, why do you have to be like this?" 

| yawn. "Like what?" 

"So bloody.. nonchalant! Casual!" 

| shrug. 

"Cold as helll" 

"Got no reason to be otherwise." 

"Syd, you're killing yourself" 

| prop myself up on an elbow. “Tell me again how many times we've had this conversation?" 


"Not much lately, seeing as the last time | could catch you sober for five minutes was months ago!" Roger 


runs a hand through his hair. "You're going to dle if you don't slow down, Syd!" 
"You'd be awfully bloody glad if | did," | mutter, turning away. 

He comes up on the other side of the bed so that we're face to face again. "What did you say?" 
"| said, you'd be glad if | did" | sit up, heat flaring through me. “Wouldn't you?" 

His face goes white as fast as if the blood had been drained from it. “Stop it. Dont" 


"Well, don't deny it!" | say bitterly, glaring at him. My head pounds. "I know you would be." 


His skin is like a sheet of paper. "Syd, I'm telling you, don’t 


"We all know its true! Id be much easier for you if | kicked the bucket, wouldn't it, Roger? Much easier for 
the band and the bloody contract. It'd save you a lot of trouble if | just overdosed, now wouldn't it?" 


"Syd, don" Roger turns away, voice panicky and choked. "What is your fucking problem?" 


He sounds as if he's almost in tears. Something aches deep inside of me, but stinging back is easier. "Are you 


going to cry now, Roger? You. You are my bloody problem." 
Why do | want to hurt him, why do | want him to cry, why am | saying these things.. 


‘lm not going to cry." His voice is icy."And |, Syd, am not your problem." He stoops abruptly and feels under 
the bed. "This is your problem." 


A sheet of acid lands on the mattress by my foot. 

| look at it 

| want it 

| curl my legs closer to my body and close my eyes 
"Goddamn it! 


| hear him stomp over to me and suddenly he's jerked me upright and is shaking me so hard my teeth are 
rattling in my head. 


"Don't you see what you're doing?" 


His voice sounds distant, fuzzy. My brain feels funny. The shaking stops and everything is thrown into sharp 


focus again. | feel intensely sick. 
"Don't you see what you're doing?" he says again. | become aware that he's pressing our foreheads together. 
"No," | whisper. 


now you don't, ne murmurs back. Nis eyes are scorching, searing into me. No, | Know you can'T see. You 
"I know you don't," h back. His ey hing g int "No, | know y t see. Y 


can't see anything, can you, Syd? You're blind. Blind, blind, blind.” 


| blink slowly. 


"Stop closing your eyes," Roger says quietly. "Stop closing your eyes" His green irises stare into mine. 

Blink. 

"| can't," | whisper. 

"| know," he whispers back. 

Then | am falling forward. 

And suddenly, in that moment, the pain is over because the ocean is touching my lips. Something warm is 
overtaking me, like the tide, crashing and surging. Waves of warmth cascade through me. | realize how cold | 
have been. If | am ice, Roger is fire, burning me up in the most wonderful way. And his mouth is gentle, so 
gentle. 

When he pulls away, | am empty and frozen again. 

He turns away, head falling into his hands. 

| don't say anything, and we sit in silence for a good minute. 

"How long do you think it's been since we did that?" his voice is low. 

| shrug. "Dunno. Ages." 

| hear him take a deep breath. 

‘Its funny,” he whispers. "Funny, how | almost expected it to feel the same." 

And then he stands up and walks out the door. 

"Roger!" | try to shout, but it comes out as more of a rasp. 


| grab the sheet and stagger out of my room. 


The entire flat is dim, with the curtains drawn at every window. The sunlight of early evening looks red 


through the drapes - the walls are dipped in blood. My mind spins. | feel nauseous. 
"Roger!" | choke. 
Did he leave, did he leave, oh God, he left me, he left, he left - 


"Over here, Syd." 


He's standing in the living room, long fingers holding back the curtain a few inches. 
| drop the acid on the floor and stumble over until I'm a few feet away. The room is spinning around me and | 
just want to collapse. | want him to catch me when | fall, just like a thousand times before. | want to hold onto 


him, touch him... 


He turns away from the window, dropping the curtain and blotting out the ray of faint, pale sunlight. We are 


left in crimson semi-darkness again 

"This is an excellent metaphor, Syd." 

| look up at him hazily. "What?" 

He holds his hands clasped behind his back, the way he does when he's thinking. "This room, this flat. This is 
your mind. Musky, smoky, dim, red. Isolated. The outside world is the rest of us. The air, the sunlight. I'm a 
bridge to you, Syd. And that's all am, isn't that right?" 

Roger's voice is cold and the sting of his words is hot. 


| feel as if the breath has been sucked from my body. 


"A bridge. A bridge to the outside world. Because | float in between the two. Oh, and you like the attention I've 
given that pretty face of yours, don't you? That's it" 


| can't breathe. 
"Roger, don’t" 


I'm convenient. I'm easy. I'm always around, aren't |? Always at your beck and call. Well, maybe I'm tired of it, 


Syd. Maybe | don't want to be your convenience anymore." 
| feel like I've been slashed on the inside. I'm cut, I'm bleeding 
"Roger, stop!" | sound hysterical, even to myself. 


"Oh, I'm sorry," he turns abruptly to look at me, eyebrows high on his forehead. "Did | hurt you? Did that hurt, 
Syd?" 


| turn away, breathing heavily. 


"Are you going to cry now?" 


My chest and throat are as tight as a wound spring. My insides hurt with every heartbeat. 
"| hate you." 
‘Oh, Syd," Roger looks down at me condescendingly, pityingly. "You sound like such a child" 


Fury, hot and tense, courses through me like a raging river. | hate his indifference, his disdain My gaze rockets 
around the room. | grab the nearest object, a decorative mosaic plate, and hurl it at his head. 


CRASH It shatters against the wall and Roger is laughing and my ears are ringing and | can't take it, / cant 
fucking take it - 


| scream in anguish and throw myself at him, punching every inch of flesh | can reach. He's thrashing, fighting, 
and he's bigger than me, stronger - 


| grab his face in my hands and smash my mouth to his. 


The world is spinning faster and faster and faster, and we are drowning, drowning in each other, suffocating in 


dusky red and dim air and there is nothing gentle about this kiss, it's all roughness and anger and passion - 
Suddenly there are hands on my chest and | am shoved away, back into coldness, back into reality. 

And Roger, Roger is kneeling on the floor, head turned away from me, Roger is crying. 

"Roger." | gasp, "Roger -" 

"Shut up," he sobs. "Just shut up" 


I've never felt agony like this. My entire being is doused in boiling water, hot knives cutting up my insides. 
Every part of me screams in pain at the sight before me. 


"Roger." | whimper. 
"Don't, Syd, just donf" he cries, burying his face in his hands. "I don't want to hear it!" 


The tears that have been gathering in my eyes spill at last, racing down my cheeks. Tears of frustration, 


tears of anger, tears of fear . Terror. 
Because if he leaves me, Iil die, die, die.. 


A sound comes out of me, a noise | didn't know | could make. The moan of a wounded animal. Roger is in pain, 


and it's my fault, my fault, my fault, just lke it always is 


We grace the tile with saltwater for what seems like eons. 


When he stands up, its abrupt. He wipes his eyes roughly, angrily, like he's furious at himself for losing 


control, 

| can't move. | can't do anything but look up at him. 

"How dare you say that l'm your problem. 

| look away. 

"You know what your real problem is, Syd Barrett?" 

| don't answer. Some nameless feeling is rising in me, threatening to pull me under. 

"Reality. You can't fucking handle reality, and you're extinguishing yourself because of it.” 

| hear myself let out a strangled sob. "Shut up, Roger." 

"See?" he says bitterly. "You can't even handle that. But | know you know it. You're weak." 

"| don't belong in that world!" | turn away, wrapping my arms around myself, panic rising within me. "I've tried. 
It doesn't work. | hear voices and it doesn't work. | can't tell what's real and what's not. Don't tell me that l'm 
weak!" 

He shakes his head, eyes red from crying. "Syd, do you think / belong in the real world?" 


| turn away. "A hell of a lot more than | do." 


"Syd," Roger's voice is pleading. "I'm going to ask you one more time. Give it up. | won't condemn you for a trip 


once in a while. They're enlightening, eye-opening. But a sheet a day has to stop. This has to stop." 
Anger, for some irrational reason, stabs within me. 

"Stop trying to run my life, Roger. You don't own me" 

"Goddamn it, Syd, l'm trying to help!" 


"Well what if | don't want your help? What if | want you to just leave me alone?" Panic, anger, and dread are 
rising in me like a tidal wave. | can't do this, / swear to God I can't.. 


If you won't open your eyes, then you're out." 


| swear my blood stops running through my veins. 

" What?" 

"Oh, don't look so shocked, Syd. You know it's been coming’ 

| can't breathe, | cant breathe, / can't breathe | cant breathe | cant breathe - 

"So what'll it be, Syd? Are we ending the madness or not?" he looks tired, and | am scared 


"I can't end the madness, Roger! It's inside my headl" | am screaming and sobbing again, beating at my temples. 
"| can't end it!" 


He just looks at me. 
"You know what | think, Roger?" My voice echoes loudly in the room, yelling, frantic. It echoes inside my skull. 
"What, Syd?" he leans against the wall, hands in his pockets again. 


"You're just bloody Jealous. Jealous that I've flown higher than you, flown over you, seen things you could never 


dream of!" 
Roger laughs, and | want to scream. 

"You're pathetic” 

"Roger, don't! Go ahead and be jealous, but don't try to control me!" 
"Ive already tried, Syd. | couldn't do it" 


"| know!" Some kind of sick satisfaction shoots through me and | grab the sheet of acid off the carpet and tear 


off tab after tab. "You will never control me, Roger Waters. Never.” 
Syd- 

"Never -" | place a square on my tongue. 

"Never -" And another. 

"Ever -" And another. 


"Again," and another. 


He's gone white again, staring at me. | drop tab after tab until I'm laughing in his face, laughing mad, insane 


laughter as multicolored spots appear before my eyes. 


The air in front of me blooms with turquoise and yellow swirls, curling around Roger's pale form like smoke. 


The curtains have turned to liquid, melting down the walls. The ground waves up and down 

"What have we become?" Roger's voice is soft. | giggle, tracing his outline in the air with my finger. 
"Nothing, Rog. We're nothing anymore." 

The bright smoke bubbles around him, encircling his ankles. He is a vision, an illusion. 

"Damn right.” He looks down. 

"What?" Everything is fuzzy, unreal. Nothing is real, nothing at all. | laugh again. Everything is just so funny. 


A tile at Roger's feet flips over, the underside covered in a carpet of white violets. The small snowy flowers 


spread over the ground, blanketing the floor in a smooth wave of motion 


| am dimly conscious of the image of him shaking his head, grabbing his coat from the rack. Or maybe the 
rack handed it to him? | can't tell. 


"Where - where ya goin'?" | ask. The violets are creeping up the door, covering the handle. 
"Away," he says quietly. "I'm done." 


"Aw - aw, c'mon, Rog," | protest, leaning against the leg of the end table, running my fingers through the tiny 


blossoms on the floor. "C'mon, don't go, | know you love me, after all" | smile up at him. 
He takes ahold of the doorknob before looking at me. 

"Maybe," he murmurs, "maybe once | did. But this isn't love, Syd Not anymore 

"Aw, but, | love you, Rog ~" 

"No," he says. "No, | don't think so. Ive finally opened my eyes, Syd" 

We gaze at each other. It's hard to see him through all the colors 

"Im done 


Rogers opens the door. For a moment, | see his outline silhouetted against the pale winter sun. 


And then the door shuts, and Roger slips quietly out of my life, his footsteps velvet soft on the cold gray 


pavement. 
| stare at the cream colored ceiling. The room is violently spinning. 


| get the sense that | should feel something, something, some kind of pain or loss or anything at all. But all | 
feel is slightly empty, that | might be missing something. | feel myself rising higher and higher and higher. 
There will be plenty of time to think of Roger later, later. Was he even real? Was he ever here at all? | have 


no idea what is real and what is not. Does it matter? There is a pounding in my ears. 


As it takes me away completely, | hold in my mind a picture - a snapshot of crushed white violets, 
indentations of where Roger may or may not have stood. 


